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20 MAGAZINE OF HORROR 

back to civilization. The second alternative, obviously, was to continue 
on to Roodsford alone. 

To a man of sense, the first course was undoubtedly advisable. But 
Gideon was not a man of sense—lie was a man of (Jod. As such, he 
determined, he would complete his mission. Without food, water, steed 
or guide he meant to travel today through the forest and reach Roods¬ 
ford before nightfall. He still had his pi.stol and his Bible but these were 
as nothing compared to his faith. 

He drank and washed at the brook, then rose, gave one last parting 
glance to the singular altar-stones within the clearing, and turned his 

As Gideon tried the cryptic byways of the lonely fastness, his thoughts 

procedure. It had been his original intention to ride into Roodsford on 
horseback and proceed immediately to go about tlie business of exor¬ 
cising the spot with certain efficacious incantations as he had gleaned 
from the forbidden volumes over which he had pored so diligently. He 
was confident that he had transcribed spells of fearsome potency which 
wpuld dispel the evil-doers before they could overcome him either phys¬ 
ically or through magical means. Now all this must be abandoned, for 
the copies of the runes reposed in one of the saddlebags on the back qf 


Gideon’s faith in the righteousness of his cause remained unshaken, 
even though hunger grew in his belly with the rising sun. His stride 
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"Wdcome,” said a voice from the inner gloom. "Welcome to Roods- 
ford." 

Gideon stepped over the threshold and into another world. 


Ill 


FOR A MOMENT GIDEON STOOD engulfed in darkness 
and silence, then started violently as the darkness was broken by lantern- 
light and the silence shattered by the screech of tlic closing door. 

Eyes and ears affrighted by sudden sensation, Gideon steeled himself 
against any revelation. Yet nothing he might have imagined was com¬ 
parable^ to the shock of actuality — for he now beheld himself standing in 
a room'that was utterly normal In its aspect. 

It was the low-raftered parlor ot a typical New England farmhouse, 
complete with stone fireplaces, hand-hewn furniture, rough flooring cov¬ 


ered by the skins of animals. Gideon's gaze encountered naught but 
the familiar fixtures of family existence in tlie wilderness; he even noted 
a spinning-wheel near the window alcove to his right. 
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They clambered down; the wrinkled wizard, the hound ol Hell, and 



as he bent forward for a reply; silence as the creatures of th^ night 
peered up at Gideon and awaited an answer. 

Gideon smiled and shrugged. His hands signed the cross in reverse. 
"Do you not recognize me?" he asked. "I am the Messenger of the 

ofHell!" ^ ^ ^ ^ 


IV 


LATER-MUCH LATER-Gideon slept, k 


chambers alyove. 





‘Tm ihe leader, you might say, of the Coven. As such, I owe re¬ 
sponsibility to none but the Master himself. I'm honored that you were 
sent to hdp me plan the Sabbat, for it means we are ready. Ready at 
last! Ready to rise and rule." 

Heady to rise and rule. Gideon was on the track at last, and he drew 
his host out at length. Nor was the drunken oldster reluctant to babble 
freely. 

The domain of Satan must ccpand, he said. Cotton .Mather had not 



He excused himsdf, shortly thereafter, but not until the moon was 
high over the domed hills. (16)Healreadyknew that he had been assign¬ 
ed the seventh place in theCoven(17) upon the coming night, but there 

As he slipped through the darkness towards the trees that loomed 
b^ond Roodsford, Gideon remembered only one thing. 

There were only three nights until the Sahhat. . . 










Satan's Servants 


33 


There was one other way. He snatched the black covering from the 
altar and grasped the bulk beneath it—the bulk he had placed there 
three nights bel'ore. He raised, it aloft and brought it down on Frye’s 
horned head. There was a crunching sound, the sound made by the splin¬ 
ter of rotted bones. 

countenance of a thing long dead. 

The crowd screamed, not only at the act but at the sight of Gideon 
Godfrey's weapon—the bulk of the great Bible he had rescued trom its 
burial place beneath the stones and put on Satan's altar. 

“Yes!" Gideon's voice rose exultant above their cries. “It's the Holy 
Bible, the Word of the Living God. And I am His Messenger, whom 
none may harm!“ 

Thunder echoed—true thunder, this time, from the clouds above. Out 
of the swirling sky came the blinding bolt, followed by the torrential 
tempest of sudden rain. And Gideon, crying the name of his God, de¬ 
scended from the altar, smiting and laying about him with the Bible for 
a weapon —and none that he touched could either flee or withstand him. 
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THAT RAIN! WILL IT NEVER STOP? My clothes are 
soaked, my body frozai. But at least the iightniiig is gone. Strange; 
I havai't seal it since I awoke. There was iightniag, I think. I can't 
scan to reniaiiber anything clearly, ya I am sure there was a fork of 
light in the sky; no, not a fork; it was like a cross. 

Tluit's silly, of course. Lightning can't form a cross. It must liave 
beai a dream while I was lying there in the mud. I don’t recall how I 
came there, either. Perhaps I was ambushed and robbed, thai Idl there 
until the ruin brought me to. But my head doesn't hurt; the pain is in my 
shoulder, a sharp, jabbing ache. No, I couldn't have been robbetl; I 
still have my ring, and there is money in my pocket. 

I wish I could renianber wliat happened. Wliai I try to tliink, my 
brain rduses. There is some part of it that dpesn't want to remember. 
Now why should that be? There . . . No, it’s gone again. It must have 
beai another dream; it had to be Horrible! 

Now I must find shelter from the rain. Ml make a fire when I get 
home and slop trying to think until my mind is rested. Ah, I know 
where home is. This can't be so terrible if I know that . . . 

There, I have made a fire and my clothes are drying bd’orc it. I 
was right; this is my home And I'm Karl HahrhofTer. Tomorrow Ml 
ask in the village how I came here The people in Altdorf are my friends. 
Altdorf! When I am not trying to think, things come back a little Yes, 
Ml go to the village tomorrow. I'll need food, anyway, and there are no 
provisions in the house 




for WEIRD TALES. 
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have been tlie lightning, after all. Pa-haps it was that cross of fire in 
the sky I secni to renember. It shocked my brain badly» thai left me 
on the soggy earlJi until tlie cold revived me 

But that does not explain the condition of the house, nor where old 
Fritz has gone Flamchen may have married and gone away, but Fritz 
would have stayed with me I may have taken him to America with 
me, but what become of him that? Yes, I was going to America before 
. . . before something happaied. I must have gone and beat away 
longer than I look to have been. In ten years much might happai to 
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wise man to lead and care for them. It seems to me that it is your duty 
to prepare yourself against the lime whoi you will be the Overlord.” 

"That is a kindly thought. Uncle, but I have other plans. I have 
talked to many of the old men of our family, and they say that once 
we ruled in Cornwall, where we had a mighty castle. My wish is to 
travd to that far land and in some way become Overlord of Cornwall, 
though at this time I have no idea how that can be accomplished. Be¬ 
cause I have the determination of youth, there is nothing you can do 


'I regret your ambition, but It may be that you are directed in this 
by the gods, so I will not say you nay. Instead I shall give you a 
purse of gold and a parchment brought from the Isle of Lundy, by our 
ancestor Raymond, son of Raymond the Golden. On this parchment is 
drawn a chart showing where family treasures were hid in the castle 
what our family fled from Cornwall. What these are I do not know, for 
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be had voluntarily a 
:ill him, through the 
it. He has to look at 


tger having a body to dwdl in 
d thus I will have the strength, pi 
ice ruled Hell. Is this not clever ?” 


I breathe, one of the Brethren— and I partu 
Gobi—slips a dagger through iny heart 
breather-in of this great power. How horribl 
ending to niy dreams of empire! I have pi 
now have brought it to pass. Why should 
the right to become Emperor of the Pow 
Chinese dagger is plunged through my he 
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killed many a real toad, but, ot course, I was not a toad, just had tl)c 
appearance ot one for the time being. Wdl, that is over with and I can 
go back to better and happier occupations. But you really did let me 
out, and, perhaps, the magic oi'the cork was stronger than I thought. 
So I will grant you three requests, ray dear sib—ask for anything you 

My heart was in my mouth but, neverthdess, I spoke up bravely. 

"Give me the power to conquer all giants, robbers, knaves, sala- 
niander.s, ogres, serpents, dragons and all evil things, male and female, 

"That is a lot of power, but I will grant it." 

"Then, ill this castle I want a library, a very fine one. A very long 
time ago a woman wrote a book called EUphuntis. I would like that 

The man laughed. "I heard the Abbe tdl you about that book. Do 
you know that I was wdl acquainted with the girl who wrote it? In 
fact I put some of the facts contained in that book into her head. Wdl, 
I will give you the library and the book. Have you no desire for tem¬ 
poral power ?" 

"Yes. This castle we are in, though part ruins, was once the liome 
of my family, the Hubdaires. I would liketo have It restored to its former 
grandeur and to li.ve in it as the Overlord of Cornwall." 

"That is a simple matter to arrange, a mere bagatdle." Then he 
opened his closed hand and in the palm lay a golden key strung on a 
black silk cord. This he suspended around my neck, saying, "This is 

THEY WHO HOLD THE GOLDEN KEY 
SHALL EVER LORDS OF CORNWALL-BE. 

Guard it wdl if you wish to remain Overlord. Now I really must be 
on my way. I wish you a long life and a merry one" Immediatdy he 
vanished, amid tlie hooting of owls. 

All around me stirred new life in stone and plaster. I walked slowly 
through the long halls, now clean of thedust of centuries. Finally I came 
to the banquet hall, where men-at-arms awaited my command and little 
pages ran to ask me my desires. 

climbed to the topmost tower. There I met a sturdy warrior, standing 
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'on, dear old Boston — 

The Home of the Bean and the Cod- 
re the Lowells sp eak only to th e Adamses, 

And the Adamses only to God— 

With apologies to K St V. Millay 


CHAPTER I His Crusty Excdlmcy 

JOHN ^iUINCY ADAMS was a great man. the 
man, and the father of great men. For the past hundred 
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everybody knew how I stood on an issue You can see how I broke w'iih 
the Federalist Party. Always ready to let politics go hang when they got 
in the way of my principles, sir.” 

"Boil it down, then, you'd say a man is the captain of his fate and the 
master ofhis soul?” was thequestion. 

"That’s what I'd say,” said John Quincy Adams. 

"That he shapes his own destiny ? A sell-made man ?” 

"Success or failure— I'd say it was up to the man himself.” 

"Then you're proud of what you achieved for yourself, is that it, Mr. 
Adams ?” 

■ And who do you know couldbeprouderof his record?” John Quincy 
asked, rutUing and squinting. "And may 1 ask what these.personal ques¬ 
tions are leading up to ?'' 

"Wdl, I'd like to show you somahing,” said tlie Emigration Official, 
smiling quietly. "Look a moment, John Quincy Adams. Did you ever 
see one of tliese?” 

CHAPTER II The Past Catcher 

ALL IN ALL IT WAS QUEER, for John Quincy had seen a 
lot strange things in his life, but he had to admit he'd never seat one 
of those. In America or Europe, in ail his long career and travels he'd 
never seen such an object bdbre. 

OB the desktop in front of John Quincy; and John Quincy Adams stared, 
puzzled. One way, it resonbled a microscope, and in anotlier way it 
resonbled a tdescope, and again it bore resemblance to one of those 
stereoscopes your grandmother used to keep on her parlor table. At the 
same time it was a little like a magic lantern, and in another aspect it 
looked like a pQiny arcade peep-movie machine. 

The Emigration Official ffddled with focus-screws and adjusted dials 
and Injected a glass slide. 

"You've never seei anydiing like this before,” he told John Quincy, 
"because in America it hasn't been inveiued yet. You've seen some won¬ 
derful invaitions in your lifetime, John Quincy—steam atgines and oil 
lamps, paddlewheel boats and photographic cameras, the first Iron 
Horse and David Bushnell's submarine But there's a long way to go 
before they come to this. There’s the Edison light and the X-ray, the 

idevisioii and a host of inarvds bdore they arrive at this.’ 
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The lad in the scene wrote furiously, thm paused to pull at knuckles 
stifTlrom writer's cramp. 

■'That was a mighty hard job,” old John Quincy recalled. "Had to 
apply my sdl'every minute. See! I'm writing out a speech for the minister. 
Organizing his material. Why," his voice rose excitedly, "it's that im- 
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"Then it is one-two-three, go!" snarled Goranoff. "One! Two—" 

Old John Quincy could hardly stand it. Young John Quincy at that 
writing desk didn't hear a thing. He was scribbling busily when that killer 
on the balcony whispered, "Three!" and grabbed for the windowlatch, 
and old John Quincy wanted to ydl out wildly and warn the unsuspect¬ 
ing boy of the danger. 

"Murder!" the old man gasped, grabbing at the box-shaped machine 
as if to catch the assassins envisioned on the screen. Then, peering, he 
couldn't help but shout. Just as Goranoff touched the window latch, it 
happened. A rumbling roar, like thunder in the winter's night. A basso 
tumult that came down from the roofs above that balcony; that whoosh f. 

Old John Quincy saw young John Qiiincy leap up at the roar of the 
snow-slide But he saw what young John Qiiincy hadn't' seal— that boom¬ 
ing white avalanche burst over the balcony like an explo.sion; two dark 
figures leaping for the icy balcony rail; the figures caught and envelop¬ 
ed as if in a down-tumbling glacier. That avalanche went over tliem as 
they went over the rail; engulfed, they fell forty feet into a courtyard and 
were buried under a hill of ice and snow. 

The picture faded as young John Quincy shrugged and turned back to 
his writing desk. Old johii Quincy didn't shrug. Mopping his forehead, 
he leaned back from the Past-catcher and glared at the Emigration 01- 
ficial as if the evmt he'd witnessed had just happened. 

"I remember hearing that snow-slide," he said hoarsely. "But those 
murderers—I never knew they were out there! Great Glory! they might 
have slain me!" 

"So they might," said the Emigration Official. "Very easily." 

"They wanted the papers," old John Quincy panted. "That document \ 
was working on! They were Anarchists, and they wanted to kill me and 
steal those papers and ruin our American negotations with Russia. Why, 
tliunderation! Our whole European policy might've been wrecked! " 

"That was clos^" came the smiling answer. "But you’ll recall this 
noct incident even better, although I doubt if you realized at the time it 
was such a narrow escape. See it for yourself in the Past-catcher. Take a 
look at this." 





the pastoral twilight. Pretty soon he could make out the v^iclq four 
horses, lathered and galloping; the top-hatted driver on the high, sway¬ 
ing seat; the guard on the tally-ho seat behind. Up hill and down dale 
came the careening stage, growing larger and larger on John Quincy's 
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vision. He could hear it approaching, too: the whip-cracks, the creak of 
harness, the rattle of rolling wheels. 

He stared hard at that picture on the television screai, and that he 
could see within the stagecoach—a close-up of the passeigers. There 
were five mat crowded together, beefy Englishmen in the costumes of 
the time, and a young man crowded into a corner, all hunched up with 
books and baggage and a pad on his knees. The young man was try¬ 
ing to write, but having a difficult lime, for the coach was jolting like 
anything and his companions Jostled him, and the coach was stuffy with 
dust and British conversation and pipe-smoke 

"Hi, Alf, an' when shall we get to Lonnon?" asked one of the passen¬ 
gers for the dozenth time 

The traveler at the young man’s dbow made a great fuss at pulling 
out his watch. '"Arf hour late now, an' it's getting dark. Won't be there 
till wdl on midnight, I expect." 

Theyoung man, jostl^, looked up annoyed. 

The young man was John Quincy Adams, himself. 

He bent to his scribbling, biting the paicil and trying to concentrate, 
and the close-up altered into a picture of the careoiing stagecoach. The 

a turn; then there was the screech of br^es, and "Whoa, Joe! Whoa! " 
as the stage pulled up before the woodcutter's cottage where there was a 
roadside trough for water. 

Young John Quincy Adams looked out of the coach-window briefly, 
then returned to his jotting. OldJohnQuincy Adams, staring into the Past- 
catcher, muttered under his br^th. 

"I remember stopping at that watering trough. I was smart to pick 
a backcountry stage without a lot of crowded waystops." 

"Listen to what's said," the Emigration Official touched old John 
Qiiincy's shoulda-. "Then keep your eye on that woodcutter's cottage." 

The stagecoach driver, draping the reins across his knees, looked 
around in thedusk, then turned to the guard on the perch behind. "Hey, 
Percy. Looks like the woodcutter ayn't at 'ome" 

The guard, who sat with his arms folded carelessly and his boots 
hoisted up, nodded and looked toward the cottage without interest. He 
was a tough-looking customer, the guard. With his tricorn hat pulled 
down, his brace of pistols in his bell and a black patch over one eye, 
he resonbled a pirate on the lofty sterndeck of a ship. His one good ^e 
was a queer shade of great. 
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Ghoit—Christmas Eve, the year 1814. The quaint old Flemish city 
wearing its holiday ermine of snow. Candles in windows and merry¬ 
makers in narrow streets. The low-roofed, historic house where the treaty 
was to be signed. Peace on Earth, good will toward mm. The Past- 
catcher showed it all. 

How well old John Quincy remembered that particular Yuletide As 
the seme came into focus he saw himself as Mr. J. Q, Adams, American 

affairs, seasoned by years of travel and long experience in European 
diplomacy. At forty-six he could point with pride to a reputation and 
service record equaled by few statesmm. The Continent had come to 
know Mr. J. Q, Adams. 

As American minister to Prussia (where his mtry to Berlin had bem 
challenged by a stupid Prussian officer who had never heard of the 
United States) he had won wide respect and admiration from the Ger- 

His return to the United States during Jefferson's administration had 
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and the British commissioners on the other. Somehow he'hdd the con¬ 
ference together. At last it was accomplished. The dove of peace was 
a pretty skinny looking bird and had lost a lot of its pinfeathers, but 
on Christmas Eve, 1814, the treaty lay on the table waiting to 


That historic scene, reveeded by the Past-catcher, brought a tight 
lump to old John Quincy's throat. He saw himself standing by the fire¬ 
place, his face seamed with fatigue. He saw his fellow American com¬ 
missioners—Gallatin and Bayard and Russell and Clay—seated about 
in characteristic attitudes. He saw the massive Planish table and the 
expectant inkwells and the treaty waiting therein the middle of the table 
like a Christmas gift. 

Old John Quincy looked up from the Past-catcher, brighl-e>’ed. 

"We were waiting for the British coirimissioners to arrive! That treaty 
was one of my greatest accomplishments! It aid^ the War of 1812, 
and it looks as if England and America will ne\ er break that peace! " 

"One of the strongest treaties e\'cr made, ' the Emigration Official 
acknowledged.' " It will last for a long lime." 

"It would never have been made," old John Quincy declared, "if I 
hadn't hdd my two trump cards: Czar Alexander and the Prussian king! 
Great Britain was afraid of those powers and knew the>' were favoring 
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"May it be a lasting peace betweai our nations, gentlanai. Let us 
propose a toast to that effect. Mr. Clay, will you ring for Schiller?" 

How could Commissioner John Qjiiincy Adams have suspected ? In that 
upstairs conferaice room, seated about the table with the others, he finger¬ 
ed his par lightheartedly and chatted cheerfully to Lord Gambler and 
wondered why the servant didn’t hurry. And presently he heard Schiller 
coming up the stairs. The footsteps were slow in coming; the old stairs 
creaked; the SCTvant seemed to be taking an unconscionable long time. 

'What," he wondered to himsdf, "is the matter with that man?" 

Then the door at room's end opened, and Schiller was there. He was 
breathing heavily; in the candlelight his features were pale; he seemed 
to have difficulty balancing tray and glasses and uncorked Chartreuse 

Commissioner Adams hurried to the servant, backed him out into 
the hail and closed the door. "Schiller!" he snapped, peering into the 
man's yellowed face, "you're drunk." 

"No," the servant answered. "Sick!" With that, in the hall’s dimness, 
he staggered; fell flat across the stair-head. JohnQiiincy Adams jumped 
too late. Crash wait the tray and glasses. IUtmf>dy buml>-l)uml> humj)— 
that was the Chartreuse bottle clattering down the stairs, aiiptying itself. 

It had seaned a bad omen for the peace treaty at the time—too om¬ 
inous to be maiiioned in letters and notes. But just as the bottle broke 
to pieces on the bottom step, the cook altered the front door. It was 
that good Planish lady who hurried off’to fetch the doctor and returned 
by way of the wine shop to buy another bottle of Christmas cheer. 

The scale faded whai, having toasted their governmaits all around, 
the peace commissioners reached for their pais to sign the Treaty of 


CHAPTER V Mr. Swraary Takes The Air 

OLD JOHN Q.UINCY ADAMS felt ill at the fadt-out of that 
scaie. As ill as he'd e^’tT felt in his life. He swung around from the 
Past-catcher and loosaied his collar with a finga-. and liis lips were 
trail bling. 

why be collapsed! 1 raiiaiiber how befell over that night. The doctor 
took him away and he nei’er came back afterward, and I—I lliouglit 
be was just sick. Rut he was poisoned! It was //r Schiller, liimsell— 
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How it rained! Landscape, river and bridge were almost washed right 
out of the picture The scene was inundated; the Potomac Hooding its 
banks on the screen. 

Old John Quincy Adams yelled as tlie carriage came into view, and 
Secretary of State John Quincy Adams, in the carriage, was yelling too. 
He was shouting at the driver not to spare the horses. The open landau 
was like a chip in a dduge; poor Louisa had her sliawl over her liead, 

"The bridge! Thebridge!" Secretary ofStateAdams'ydis were almost 

"Not sale!" old John Quincy groaned, echoing his own cries from 
long ago. "My God! And I was in a hurry to gel tha-e. If I'd ever 

But he hadn't guessed. He'd spurred the driver to top speed. The 
bridge was shaky, low to the river, a temporary make-shilt span to be 
replaced whai thegoveninieit had more time. Already the foaming Hood 
was licking the understructure Wavdets lapping up through the boards. 
And the bridge was long. In the picture it scaned to stretch for miles. 

In a cloud of water the carriage was coming across. The long span 
trembled under the hoolbeats and flying wheds. Just as the carriage 
reached the bridgdiead the river poured across the span. Thai, abruptly 
as it had started, the rainstorm was over. The flood stood levd with the 
bridge Sunshine broke through the sky. The broke through the skv. 

on its way back to town. 

As the picture faded out in the Past-catcher there was only tlie sound 
of water lapping the bridge-boards and foliage dripping. 

CHAPTER VI Two Shadows Unseen 

OLD JOHN QUINCY'S FACE at the e>'e-pia:e was ashen. He 
could bardy manage to whisper. "It didn't go oil! Flooded! The water 
rose under the bridge and the mechanism was Hooded! " 

The Emigration Official said nothing. 

"And I was angry about that cloudburst," old John Quincy whis¬ 
pered. "I remanber now. It ruined Louisa's new dress—soaked ns all 
to the skin. I rononber bang furious at the time." 

"Into each life some rain must fall, " the Emigration Official reminded. 
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"But that bridge might've been blown to matchwood! " Old John 
Quincy's voice scjiled up off-kty. "My wile—my sons—that fiend El 
Bomba would have killed us all. He—great Lord!—he was an ag«it of 
the Holy Alliance!" The old man's features hardaied fiercely at the 
realization."Ifhe was working for the king ol Spain, he was hired by the 
Holy Alliance! A plot against our government! They were trying to stop 

That Job he was doing for James Monroe To make the Western 
Hanisphere safe for danocracy. Saved by a rainstorm! It made his 
blood run cold. And now, staring at the Past-catcher, old John Quincy 
ekperiaiced a saisation of fear, a haunting uneasiness, a sudden anxiety 
about something that he couldn't put his finger on. Just what it was he 
couldn't CKpalin, but it had to do with the Fast-catcher-some episode 
in his past—some eveiit not as yet revealed—something he couldn't 


Fascinated, he stared into that picture machine. That secretary of state 
episode wasn't quite over. Twice more El Bomba the Spaniard tried to 
assassinate him. The second time the bomb was planted under a water- 
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money and go home The Slate Department's making a world-wide an- 
nouncanent tomorrow." 

Instantly everyone was wagering; money changing hands. Secraary 
ol State Adams took a long time chalking his cue, smiling around to 

Everyone was staring at Calhoq^n and Mr. J. Q. Adams. So the Spairiard 
got away with it, quick as lightning with sleight-of-hand. 

Leaning against the table, he substituted one white ball for another 
ball so last it was hardly visible in the Past-catcher. And there was 
dynamite in that substituted billiard ball. Enough high.explosive to lake 
oH the roof. Kiss it, and that tavern would be blown to atoms. 

And there was Secretary of State Adams aiming at it ddiberaiely. 
Calculating the distance. Planning with all his skill to hit it with a carom 
shot. The Past-catcher showed everything. It showed what was in that 
ivory ball; it showed El Bomba sneaking quickly out of the crowd; it 

letting fly with the cue. 

" C/ick - i\\t cue ball raced across the green table. Click—\i hit ball 
Number One There was a second while the two caromming balls made 
geometric patterns on the cloth; then a cry from the secretary of state 
Between the cue ball and that fatal third you couldn't have put a hair. 

Missed! " 

Hanging up his cue. Secretary of State Adams stamped out of the 
building; the proprietor turned out the lights; El Bomba sneaked back to 
salvage the unecploded high explosive and nect morning the powers ol 

Monroe Doctrine 

Saved by a rainstorm — a dud — a faulty billiard shot! Wdl, the history 
books would never know that. But there arc lots of angles the history 
books don't know—the secrets that never came out—the happenings 
around the corners—the million things we don't know about which make 

Old John Quincy, at the eye-piece of that Past-catcher, learned such 
things. That machine went on. Red after red it reviewed the past events 
of his life, and wait on bdiind the scaie, so to speak, of those past 
events. And what wait on bdiind the scaie was plaity. 

Take that year of 1824. He was being followed. He never knew at 
the time he was being followed because those spies who trailed him 
were cardul to keep it a secret. How can anyone know that they're 
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was a violent campaign, for Mr. Adams opponaits were Andrew Jack- 
son and Henry Clay. 

As Secretary of State, John Quincy Adams had dd'ended Jackson's 
reckless invasion of Spanish Florida; now Jackson, tricked by politi¬ 
cians into believing the opposite, attacked John Quincy with stinging 

had his first real taste of bitter politics in the mud-slinging contest that 
followed. He was accused of blundering in Europe. Bungling the Treaty 
of Chart. Southern papers called him a snob. Newspapers in Philadd- 

to church in his bare feet. 

The race was clos^ the candidates coming down the'home stretch 
neck and neck. Jackson got the most dectoral votes; failed to gain the 
necessary majority. The vote went to the House, and John Quincy Ad¬ 
ams was dected President. The nation, the capital and Andrew Jackson 
went wild. Months of uproar and excitemeit followOl; in the hurlyburly 
of politics and argument, no one noticed the pair from that shack on 
the edge of town. 


Presidoit of the United States, John Quincy Adams had too many 
open enonies to imagine a couple more. His inaugural speech wasn't 
out of his mouth before the politicians attacked him. He advocated a 
vast scheme of public and social improveraaiis; and there ought to be 
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drunk, "to revile the absent and the present, the living and the dead." 
He dqjlored the narrow-niindcdness of New England and the hypo¬ 
crisy of the slave-holding South. 

The death of his agid father up in Massachusetts saddened him. 
He became depressed, tight-lipped, bitter-eyed. Deserted by friaids, har¬ 
ried by unscrupulous foes. President John Quincy Adams was a lonely 

Bui lie wasn't as lonely as he thought he was. Two there were who 

the}’ were. Beliind doors. Under windows. Around the corner. Back 
of the tree Th^ followed him to Cabinet meetings and official din¬ 
ners, to political powwows and parades. They peeked over the wall of his 
Botanical garden and haunted his private life in the White House. Two 
unseen shadows. 

He swore, looking up from the Past-catcher. 

Why, they walked right into a White House reception—no dilferffit from 
the rest of the crowd." 

Yes, Mrs. Jammer and the Commodore were thereat a White House 
recqjtion; tlie Past-catcher showed them there That was the reception 
where General Winfield Scott had his pocket picked of eight hundred 
dollars. John Quincy Adams had always wondered who had stolen the 
general's wallet. 

"The Commodore!” old John Quincy, at the ej'e-piece, raged. "If 
Winfield Scott had only caught him! Ah, he would have sabered the 

Thai die Past-catcher showed another close-up of those spies. The 
kitchai of that shanty in the suburbs. Sliullers closed and lights down. 
Mrs. Jammer and the Commodore, heads together over the table, plotting. 
Now th^ had new orders—the Past-catcher didn't show where those 
orders came from, but in that dim-lit kitchai were plain aiough—orders 

"It’s dangerous," the Commodore kept muttering. "It's dangerous as 
hell." 

’7« woh f" Mrs. Jammer conceded. "So I haff a plan — " 


CHAPTER VII Diamonds In His Teeth 
HISTORY BOOKS RECORDED the burning of the Treasury 









stitutipn assured all Americans free speech. All through the 1830's he went 
right on talking, standing up alone to shake the House with his thunder- 

his proudest achievement—breaking the Gag Rule in that fight against 

Finally they tried to gag him in another way; but John Quincy Adams 
never knew about it at the time He didn't know until he saw it in the 
Past-catcher. 


Once more Mrs. Jammer and the Commodore were on the seme, and 
old John Quincy learned, then, who had hired that precious pair. They 
were agents for a vast ring of slave traders, a syndicate of slavers on- 
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made Illegal, but the South was still hungry lor black cargo, and that 
shack on the edge of Washington was a smuggler's outpost. A new face 
appeared In Mrs. Jammer's kitchen. 

That was an evil countoiace! It was'icy. Blue-tinged. A nose like the 
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wildest nightmare, old John Quincy luid never dreamed ol such a light. 
One rush, and that kitchen was a bloody, whirligig shambles. I-ittlc 
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